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\ABOARD A CRUISE SHIP (N THE
GULFOF MEX/CD



I- 1 SAW IT! THE PURPLE WALL
ISN'T A FOG AT ALL.
SOLID]

M/DDEN HIGH IN THE MISTY
EDGES OF THE GREAT PUR-
PLE MASS A STRANGE FIG-
URE GLOATS-OVER THE. DIS-
ASTER



THAT BIG, VULTURE-LIKE'
FIGURE 1 IT'S THE 5AMT
COLOB AS THE MISTS..
WHOEVER-OR WHAT-
EVER IT IS, HAS A
LITTLE EXPLAINING"

ILEamMTHENG FOLLOWS THE VULTURE IhiTQ
THE SK.V AND SEES. . . .

,

E? *£>



'V'HE FORCE OF THE FLAME BOLT
KNOCKS UGMTNING CLEAR. OUTof the crry. he drops down
THROUGH THE CLOUDS, DOWN DOW*

BLTHIS SWIFT DES-
CENT FORCES HIM TO
RECOVERJr—

•'WHEW!
THAT FLAME HAS AL-
MOST AS MUCH PO-*\
WER AS ONE OF MV*.
LIGHTNING BOLTS.THE
VULTURE IS GOING TO
BE TOUGH TO HANDLE



OGMTNONG HURLS AN ELEC-
TRIC BOLT



THIS IS A PRIVATE BRAWL
BETWEEN YOUR BOSS AND
riEYOU MUGS. SORRY

THERE VOU ARE VULTURE
THAT WILL TAKE CARE^J



STRUGGLE ALL YOU WANT LDGMTN0NG N|$
THOSE ROPES ARE RUBBER- COATED TO
WITHSTAND YOUR ELECTRICAL POWERS

«pHE 8IG SCREEN LIGHTS UP AND
SOON A SCENE OP GREAT TERROR

IS SHOWN UPON IT

ARE TRAPPED HERE IN THE GULF/?
CAN'T GET OUT INTO THE OCEAN SO'
LONG AS THAT WALL OF PURPLE

REMAINS

LEARNED THAT THERE IS NO \
SENSE IN TRYING TO CRASH *«.

THROUGH THE WALL. NOW THE
NATIONS OF ALLTHOSE TRAP-
PED SHIPS WILL HAVE TO
MEET MY DEMANDS

WPP

HELLO! IS THIS THE PPESK
DENT OP THE UNITED STATES?
THIS IS THE VULTURE, KINGOF
THE BLACK CITY OF TH6
SKY. IF YOU WANT AMERICAN
SHIPS TO BE LET OUT OF,
THE GULF YOUR GOVERN-
MENT WILL HAVE TO PAY

i ME A MILLION DOLLARS!

NO! IF WE GIVE INTO YOU, THERE'LL BE
NO STOPPING YOU. WE'LL FIND SOME WAY
TO BREAK. DOWN THAT WALL. WE

REFUSE TO PAY YOU
,

«t?H£ VULTURE THEN
CALLS THE HEADS
OF OTHER GOVEKN-l—
MENTSOF SHIPS TRAP-l
PED IN THE GULF AND GETS THE SAME ANSWER.
FROM ALL OF THEM I



AND YOU THREE SHALL DIE ^i
ALONG WITH ALL THE PEOPLE
ON THOSE TRAPPED SHIPS







P THE VULTURE SEES HIS BLACK CITyPLAMES HE'LL RETURN IN A HURRY



NOW



THANKS. THIS
JUST WHAT I

WAS LOOKING



*0M TIME TO TIME, DETECTIVE SERGEANT
DANNY DARTIN TAKES THE. LAW INTO HIS
OWN HANDS AND AS THE MYSTERIOUS
RAVEN, GOES FORTH TO ROB DENIZEN5
OF THE UNDERWORLD AND TURNS HIS
LOOT OVER TO THE UNFORTUNATES OF
THE CITY. ONLY HIS AS515TANT. MIKE,
AND LOLA LASH. DAU&HTER OF THE
CHIEF OF POLICE, KNOW OF DANNY'S

DANGEROUS DOUBLE IDENTITY

ONE' NIGHT, DANNY AND LOLA ARE DRIVING"...



WOW.' IT'S A GOOD
THING- THE RIVER 15
PLENTY DEEP HERF

THERE HE 15 - OR ^
WHAT'S LEFT OF HIM J

DANNY GRABS THE MAN
AND PULLS HIM TO SHORE

BY THE FEEL OF HIM, EVERY
BONE IN HIS BODV IS

BROKEN. MUST HAVE HIT
THE WATER FLAT ON HIS
BACK . LOOK AT THAT BUMP
ON HIS HEAD ..."

I KNEW I'D SEEN THIS MAN BEFORE.
HE'S SAILOR SAXON, THE PRIZE RGHTER.
HE'S SUPPOSED TO GO ON TOMORROW
NIG/HT AGAINST KILLER KELLY IN

THAT BIG- CHARITY
FIGrHT



SCARCELY-BREATHING-. SAILOR
SAXON MANAGES TO GIVE
OUT A FEW DYING- WORDS

MANAGER, DUDE NISSON --
ORDERED ME TO TAKE A
DIVE -TOMORROW -NIGHT.
HE BET THOUSANDS ON
KELLY -BUT I TOLD HIM I

COULDN'T DO IT -AND--

YOU DIDN'T
TELL THE
COP WHAT
SAILOR
SAID
BEFORE
HE DIED

NO. NISSON
PLANNED THIS
CAREFULLY.
WE COULDN'T
CONVICT HIM
ON JUST MY
SAY-SO. THE
RAVEN 15 GOING]

TO HANDLE IT

HIS OWN WAY

%.

HE DIED BEFORE HE
COULD FINISH TALKING, BUT
I GOT ENOUGH TO KNOW A
WHAT HAPPENED

A POLICEMAN SENT BY
LOLA. ARRIVES AT THE

SCENE ., .

OKAY. SARGE. YOU'D BETTER
GET HOME AND OUT OF
THOSE WET DUDS. I'LL m
TAKE OVER > -*

THE FOLLOWING MORNING

THAT CHARITY FIGHT TONI&ffl"

IS CALLED OFF, BOSS, ON
ACCOUNT OF SAILOR SAXON
CROAKING. THEY CAN'T
FIND ANOTHER
OPPONENT /WHAT'

THE PROCEEDS OF THAT
FIGHT WERE TO GO TO THE
HOSPITAL FOR CRIPPLED
CHILDREN, THOSE KIDS _

NEED THE r— <
MONEY.' /BUT WHAT

I'LL SHOW THEM WHAT THEY
ARE GOING TO DO. I'M GOING
TO VISIT DUDE NISSON !



WELL, AT LEAST WE DIDN'T LOSE ANY
MONEY. TOO BAD ABOUT SAILOR HAVINCr

THAT-HEH,MEH ;

ACCIDENT!..,
THE STUPID
FOOL TOOK -

BUT, I TE\l YOU, YOU CANT SEE MR.
NISSON. I'M HIS SECRETARY, AND...

WHY NOT? GIVE THE STORY
TO THE AFTERNOON PAPERS.
EVERY SEAT WILL SELL OUT.
'LL WEAR THIS HOOD IN

THE RINGr. I'LL BE THE
BIGGEST DRAWING CARD
YOU EVER



THIS 16 \OH-OH
;
THIS'IL

WHAT IS BE GOOD. THE
KNOWN / RAVEN DON'T
AS A / KNOW DUDE
JAB ) USED TO BE A

FIGHTER HIMSELF



DUBIOUSLY. DUDE N1SSON
PREPARES THE PAPER AND
THE FIGHT IS SIGNED UP

r GET ALL MY

solong/tjude^
ringside —
TONIGHT

YOU CRAZY,
DUDE? THAT
RAVEN GUY
IS GOOD!

HE'S LIABLE

I STILL THINK
KELLY CAN TAKE
HIM. AND JUST TO
MAKE SURE.. I'M

GOING TO PAY THE
REFEREE TO LET
KELLY GET AWAY
WITH ALL THE

ROUGH STUFF HE
WANTS

AFTER THE
RAVEN
LEAVES
DUKE'S
OFFICE,

HE HEADS
FOR THE
HOSPITAL

FOR CRIPPLED
CHILDREN.
NOW, AT
THAT

INSTITUTION

AND YOU MEAN YOU RE
GOING TO FIGHT KILLE
KELLY TONIGHT,
MR. RAVEN ? . ......

WOW/
V

I AM IF CHIEF LASH WILL LET ME
KID5. THAT'S WHERE YOU COME IN.

WANT YOU ALL TO SIGN A*

PETITION ASKING LASH TO
LET ME FIGHT

MIGHT

->-



EAG-ERLY, ALL THE CHILDREN 5IG-M
THE PETITION, AND THEN

RAVEN HEADS FOR POLICE HEADQUARTERS,
SLIPS INTO THE BUILDING-, AND . . . .

WELL,-UH, HRUMMMP! --
AGAINST MY BETTER JUDGMENT]

I GUESS I'LL HAVE TO DO IT,

RAVEN. I'LL CALL NlSSON AND
GIVE HIM THE OKAV. BUT
I'M WARNING- YOU, RAVEN -

AS SOON AS THAT FIGHTS OVER,
I'LL GIVE YOU TWENTY MINUTES
TO GET OUT OF THE COLISEUM
AND THEN I'M SICCING MY
MEN ON YOU

FAIR ENOUG-H,
BE SEEING-



THAT NIGHT, A RECORD CROWD JAMS THE
COLISEUM A5 THE RG-HTERS ARRIVE

KILLER KELLY, THE BADMAN
OF THE. PRIZE RINGr

mz&fti

)$0$ ,A^fe^:.^^l

-AND THERE GOES THE
BELL, FOLKS. THE BIG-

SHOW IS ON. BOTH BOYS
ARE BIG AND TOUOH.
THEY'RE IN THE CENTER
OF THE RINCr SPARRIN&
FOR AN OPENING) AND

-

KILLER KELLY LANDS THE
FIRST SOLID PUNCH. IT

SHAKES THE RAVEN
LIKE A CEMENT MIXER

THE RAVEN RECOVERED
FROM THAT HOOK ALL
RIGHT. LOOK AT HIM
GO TO WORK ON KELLY
N THE CLINCHES !



-AND KELLY'S UP AT THE
COUNT OF FIVE. HE'S
CHARGING AT THE RAVEN
LIKE A MAD BULL!

KELLY BREAKS THROUGH AND
BUTTS RAVEN'S CHIN WITH
HIS GRANITE- HARD HEAD

THIS GUY'S TOO TOUGH
FOR WE. ONLY ONE WAY
TO WIN. IF I DON'T WIN
BY FAIR MEANS OR FOUL,
DUDE WILL
MURDER ME.'



BATTERED AND SEMI-CONSCIOUS, A FLASHING-
DREAMLIKE VISION COMES TO THE RAVEN...

CAN'T BELIEVE IT I

E - HE WAS OUT COLD
AND NOW HE'S ALMOST
FULLY RECOVERED, IT-

-IT'S A MIRACLE.

WITH THE VISION STILL IN

HIS MIND, THE RAVEN
SEEMS TO HAVE GATHERED
NEW STRENGTH. HE LEAPS

AT KELLY, AND . .

I CAUGHT HIM BY SURPRISE
HE WAS CARELESS. THOUGHT

I WAS STILL TOO GROGGY
TO MOVE

KILLER KELLY, CAUGHT BY
THE WHIRLWIND SURPRISE
ATTACK DOESN'T STAND A
CHANCE NOW, HE GOES
DOWN AND OUT JUST
BEFORE THE ROUND ENDS

FIFTEEN MINUTES LATER
OUTSIDE THE COLISEUM

NICE FIGHT, EH, DUDE ?
THANKS FOR TME
CONTRIBUTION ,

BAH/

,VTME RAVEN" also appears in each issue of

FOUR FAVORITES. QrET A COPY NQWi



THE BOARDSOF DIRECTORS
OF MERCY HOSPITAL GATHER
ATA SPECIAL MEETING
WE ARE MEETING HERE TONIGHT
(TO DISCUSS WHAT CAN BE
DONE ABOUT THE SERIES OF
MYSTERIOUS "ACCIDENTS"
THAT HAVE BEEN OCCURRING
HERE AT THE HOSPITAL.

FOOD POISONING THE
PATIENTS, BEDS COLAPPSING")
IN THE EMERGENCY WARD,
THINGS LIKE THAT WILL
RUIN US, IF THEY KEEP
ON. NO ONE WILL WANT

-TO BE PATIENTS HERE.

ONE MOMENT, GENTLEMEN.
THE TELEPHONE



LISTEN, MISTER, WHILE YOU
GUYS ARE HOLDING THAT
MEETING, HERE'S SOME-
THING FOR YOU TO THINK
ABOUT. THOSE WEREN'T
"ACCIDENTS"AT
HOSPITAL!

ME AND MY PARTNERS WERE
RESPONSIBLE" FOR THOSE
ACCIDENTS. UNLESS YOU
AGREE TO PAY US $25,000,
THERE'LL BE ONE BIG ACCID-

ENT THAT'LL QUEER YOUR
HOSPITAL FOR ALL TIMES!

Excitedly, the board member
repeats the phone conversat-
ion to the others.



THE NEXT DAY, A BLACK
SEDAN CRUISES AROUND
THE HOSPITAL GROUNDS.

THERE GOES
BIG BANG

•7GP0\J-j*

Along with his fellow
doctors and nurses, jim
bradley does his share
in the rescue work
IT S BAD ENOUGH TO BE IN

A HOSPITAL SICK, WITHOUT
HAVING TO GO THROUGH
SOMETHING LIKE THIS
AS WELL.



LATER THAT DAY, AT THE HOME OF DR.OONN ONE



The nextday the fake story by dr. conn
appears in all the papers
WE'RE CERTAIN THAT
GANG WILL TRY TO GET
YOU, SIR. YOU'D BETTER
LET US STAND AND
GUARD YOU.

NO, NO! TAKE
THAT THING
AWAY. YOU
CAN'T USE
THAT TRUTH
SERUM ON ME

MAYBE THE GANG HASN T
SHOWN UP BECAUSE THEY
KNOW ABOUT OUR LITTLE
FRAME UP. MAYBE YOU TOLD
THEM, DR. CONN. IS THAT r-
WHY YOUR SO AFRAID OF/ a

THIS NEE DLE ? v- r^~ 7



YOU MASKED IDIOT, I'LLTEACH
YOU TO INSULT ME. AND f'LL
TEAR THAT MASK OFF AND
LEARN YOUR TRUE
DENTITY TOO!

THE ONLY
END THE

UATION.

SINCE THE SERUM WORKS
THROUGH THE SUBCONS-
CIOUS MIND.HIS BEING
KNOCKED OUT DOESN'T/I

J'
MATTER.

THE WHOLE IDEA
OF EXTORTING
MONEY FROM THE
HOSPITAL WAS MINE. I

HIRED A GANG OF THUGS
TO DO MY DIRTY WORK. I

HAD TO HAVE QUICK CASH TO
PAY OFF GAMBLING DEBTS

WHAT ARE YOU
UP TO, PAL? WHAT
ARE YOU DOING
OUR BOSS P

IT S THAT
GUY,—

DR.NEMES'





IND SO THE CAR SPEEDS
UP THETHE HOSPITAL
GROUNDS, BRINGING
DR. NEMESIS NEARER
AND'NEARER TO A
HORRIBLE DEATH.

DON'T YOU WISH YOU'D
NEVER STUCK YOUR NOSE
N BUSINESS THAT DOESN'T
CONCERN YOU p ;

MY ONLY WISH RIGHT
NOW, IS THAT YOU
AND YOUR MEN WOULD
LOSE YOUR GUNS.SO
THAT I COULD TAKE
ANOTHER CRACK

AT YOU
3)^ :





I DUNNO. DR. CONN IS AN
AWFUL BIG SHOT TO BE
MIXED UP IN ANYTHING
LIKE THAT. AUDIF YOU'RE
WRONG ABOUT HIM, IT'LL
COST ME MY J

LET'S GET INTO )
THE MAIN BUILD -

NG OUT OF
THIS RAIN AND
TALK IT OVER,
ANYHOW.

NO, NO, I

REFUSE.
OFFICER,
MAKE HIM

S THEY ENTER THE BUILDING,
R.NEMESIS SECRETLY PULLS

FORTH HIS HYPO FULL OF
TRUTH SERUM, AND...

THIS DUMB SPECIAL COP
WOULD NEVER LET ME DO
THIS OVER CONN'S
PROTESTS, SO I'LL

HAVE TO DO IT ON
THE SLY. jss -*/ /

©FEW MOMENTS LATER, THOUGHOUT THE
HOSPITAL-



' '



HARD LOOKING MEN SUDDENLY
EMERGE FROM THE BUSHES



THAT* RIGHT,TIT0-.Y7JV£ FARMER AND HIS WIFE COME RUNNINGW
STONE THEM. BUT



MEANWHILE,AtARVO HAS DRlStEo\
AND GONE OUTSIDE '— MARVO'i ILLUSION CASTS ITSELF

IN THE BEDROOM BEFORE THE THUfA



CHEEE/CHREEEEf
CHREEE.E /



THE F6LLCWING MORNING,
|MARVO TELLS FARMER JONBS\

THE BREATHTAKING NEWS



THE STARTLED GUNMAN LOOKS AT HIS HAND
ANl> SEES THE ILLUSION MARVO HAS CAST



MARVO AND HIS FRIENDS
ARRIVEIN TOWN. LATER,
AT THE SHERIFF* OFFICE

TITO 16 TRYING TO SAY^
THAT THESE TWO MEN 1
WILLTALK .REVEALING S

WHO THE REST OF
THE GANG IS. THEY
ALL DESERVE JAIL
SENTENCES FOR

THREATS TO
FARMER
JONES

THANKSTO
YOU, MARVO,
CAN SEND
AVV BOY TO
COLLEGE

watch for MARVOandT/TQ iff

THE AlEXr i/G/zr/v/A/e com/cs



CAPT. V0UN6,HIS WIFE, ANP THEIR SMALL SON
PLY THE PACIFIC /NA POWERFUL GEA
SCHOONER, CARRYING FRE/GHT FROM PORT
TO PORT.. BE/NG BROUGHT UP /N TUE P/NEST
TRADITIONS OP' THE SEA, -WUNG "CAPPIE*
IG YERY HAPPY WITH HIS L/FE OV TtfE H/GH

SEAS!.'

CAPTVOWNOOUR WIPE
SHE'S PAlLING PAST!! «-*( WHAT"
COME QUICKLY:! r-^ P ;£HT

WITH you,
DOCTOR!'.

"CAPPlE v

; I MJGT LEAVE VOU
NOW... WE'VE HAD GREAT
HOPES PQR yO0»... THAT'S WHY
WE NAMED YOU "CAPTAIN.".'!
POLLOW IN YOUR FATHER'S
POOTSTEPS



THAT EVENING BEFORE SUNSET, A VIOLENT STORM
BATTERS THE SHIP AGAINST A REEF'.'.





AT THAT MOMENT "DUTC* " •

KQZAK.CAPTAIN OP THE TfZAP-
ING SHIR EYES COOPERAND
YOUNG "CAPP'E".









THE CHINESE AUTHOff ITIES
want both of you, so
you might as weu-

stick: around/!





[AS HAP ENTERS THE BANK
HE IS 3TABTLED TO SEE. . :









BUTAT THAT MOMENT, THEPittE- ENGINES AND
.POLICE AORIVE IN RESPONSE TO HAPS ALARM {

ANOTHER THRILLING ADVEM7UR.E.
IN THE LIFE. OF JLA.1P
HAZARD APPEAIZS IN
THE NEY.T ISSUS. OF- LtQMTNING-
Comics vowmiss rr/Sr



Satan's
by Cliff

^TCTTHAT a damn fool a man is to marry an
m W I old woman hoping she would die! Arthur
m^/ Bondy dipped a brush into the can and

T soaked varnish into the hairline crack
where new wood joined old on the staircase.

He had known for weeks that he was going to

kill Angela, ever since he realized he would have to

have something more substantial than promises to

put in Lota's greedy pink palms. But the method
bothered him. It had to be foolproof. He couldn't

afford to be suspected. He blew up too easily, lost

his head under strain.

He knew he wasn't clever, only incredibly good-
looking in a way that made women want to mother
him and trust him with all they had, even against
their better judgment. So he had waited.
Then he had read about the staircase. It was an

article in the back of an old magazine he picked up
while waiting for Angela in the foyer of a beauty
shop. The very simplicity of tne thing intrigued
him. Yet it had taken a couple of centuries to

discover it held the secret of a family's extinction.

Those old architects had ideas.

He tore out the page and at home, read it again
and put it back in his pocket. One death was all he
wanted. The death of a tight-fisted old woman
with dyed hair and heart murmurs, who watched
him eternally with hungry, possessive eyes and ran
down stairs like a girl whenever she thought he was
looking.
He had a knowledge of tools. There was a stair-

case made to order. He had only to persuade
Angela to come to Connecticut, to the old stone
house where they had spent their honeymoon,
That had been easy. And old Joro Ainsl.ee, the

cousin who handled her investments, was there to

hear her suggest going as if it was entirely her own
Idea. It amused him to think how he had managed
that. He could make Angela do anything except
give him an allowance, but the elderly woman re-

fused.
"Of course you didn't marry me for my money,"

she had said. "I believe that because I want to. It's

all yours when I die. But while I'm alive, you
won't, have a cent to spend on a younger woman.
You'll stay faithful, Arthur Bondy. You'll have to."

It was flashes of hardness like that, that made
him afraid of Angela. In spite of her foolish devo-
tion, she was perfectly capable of throwing him
out if she heard about Lota.
He drew the last brushful of varnish along the

edge of the step, laid down the cotton gloves he
was wearing to protect his hands, and picked up
the rolled back stair carpet.
There was a swift scramble behind him. Some-

thing small and brown dashed between his legs,

snatched a glove and whirled back downstairs. It

vanished through the door of the living room where
Angela was sitting, with an. insolent backward
glance and a flirt of a feather of tail.

He heard Angela's thin, high laugh as she took
the glove from the dog.
Damn the Peke. It had a malignancy almost

human. Everything personal he laid down it

snatched and carried to its mistress as if to remind
him nothing was his own; his ties, his hand-tailored
shirts, his fine linen handkerchiefs. Even the ciga-
rette case Angela had given him with his initials in

diamonds on the cover bore the marks of sharp
little teeth.

Angela came out to the hall, swinging the glove
fri her hand, the dog scampering about her fantasti-
cally high heels.

"Haven't you finished yet?" she asked fretfully.
"You should have let me get a carpenter. And this
dreadfull smell of varnish. It's all over the house."

"The step was split through." he told her, "I had
to put in a new one."*

"I can't imagine how it happened." The fretful

note deepened. "It was all right last night. It must
have been Mrs. Adams. She's getting frightfully

heavy with nothing to do but care for an empty
house. We must come down oftener. Arthur."

HE LAID the carpet back over the four top steps

and picked up the hammer. If Angela's myopic
eyes were as good as she claimed they were, she
would have seen chisel marks along the edge of

that crack this morning. He finished tacking the

carpet and straightened up.
Angela stood in the little patch of sunshine filter-

ing through the fanlight over the door, looking up
at him. She ought to know better, he thought, than
to stand in that light. It was pitiless on her dry
skin, and made her lips that were always slightly

b'lue, look purple under their rouge.
He leaned toward her from the top of the stairs.

His black eyes burned down at her oddly. His
weak mouth smiled a little.

"Now," he said softly, "they are all ready for you
to run down."
She smiled back uncertainly. "I still think you

should have let me get a carpenter. You must be
tired, and I wanted you at your best when Joro
came."
He stared. "Joro?"
"Joro Ainslee, dearest. I phoned him this morning

to come down for some very special business. If

it hadn't been important I wouldn't have asked him
when we wanted this week alone together. But it

has been a beautiful week, hasn't it?"
She tilted her head and looked up at him shyly.

"Almost like that first one two years ago."
The wistfulness in her voice irritated him. An

old woman whom love had passed by but who still

wanted to play at it. What if he had pretended
to play with her at first? He couldn't keep it up
forever. It made him sick. Any man who married
a woman of fifty for her money earned whatever
he got.
She hesitated in the hall, as if she thought he

might say something. And when he didn't picked
up the Peke and, burying her raddled face in its

fur, went back to the living room.
Bondy stared critically down the stairs. Unnotice-

able from this angle, even if you were looking for it.

The fourth step from the top was just like all the
rest. It had been so easy and he had been careful.

The step he had ordered made in a town forty miles
away and waited while it was cut and smoothed
so he would not have to leave a name. The rest was
a matter 'of woodworking skill. He had got that
in the lean years before he met Angela.
Those other stairs had been circular. But these

—

long, straight and narrow after the fashion in old
New England houses—were even better for his pur-
pose.

At the bottom against the wall was a heavy
ebony pedestal with a marble Psyche on the top.

When they were here before, he had spoken to
Angela about it.

"Bad thing to have at the foot of the stairs," he
had said. "Especially the way you run down. What
if you should trip, or have one of your dizzy
spells?"

Angela had laughed, and Mrs. Adams had said:

"It's always been there, Mr. Bondy. I recollect her
ma saying her grandfather^ brought it from Italy.

He set it there himself. It's never been moved."
It pleased him now to remember that the house*,

keeper had heard his warning about the pedestal.

It might come in handy. It might be handy too.



Staircase
Howe
now he thought of it, to have Joro here when it

happened. He was devoted to Angela. A queer
man. crabbed, suspicious and nosey. But his word
would go a long way toward proving it had been
an accident.
He walked slowly down the stairs. You could

walk down a hundred times without noticing any-
thing. He came up again. Perfectly safe, unless—
He heard Joro's car on the drive, and stooped

and gathered up his tools and brush and the empty
varnish can.
He hurried along the hall, through the kitchen

to the tool shed, hearing Angela's high heels click-
ing as she ran to let the old man in.

She would take him upstairs to rest from his
drive; then she would come running down, her
fingertips just touching the rail, humming softly
under her breath, and looking from the corners of
her eyes to see if her young husband was noticing
how girlish she was.

It hiight be well for him to be out of the house
then. If only Joro didn't rush down after her. The
thought made him uneasy, but something had to be
left to chance.
He stayed as long: as he dared, his ears strained

for a sound. The palms of his hands were wet when
he came back into the house.

ANGELA was in a deep chair in the living room
and she called when she heard his step. Fool,

he thought. Of course she wouldn't pull her little

girl stuff unless she knew he was there.
She had changed her dress. Her lacquered, gold

hair was elaborately waved and tied back with a
pink ribbon to match her frock. Her eyes under
their mascaraed lashes sparkled at him with some-
thing tender and excited in their faded blue depths,
and her dry cheeks were flushed with a color partly
her own.

She reached out and touched him shyly. "Hurry
and dress, dearest I want you here when Joro
comes down. I've had Adams put a fire in your
room so you won't be cold after your bath."
Her thin fingers ran along his sleeve and tighten-

ed over his hand. "Arthur." The color in her
cheeks deepened. For a moment she looked almost
young.

"Arthur, tell me something—truthfully. Do you
really love me, even a little?"
"Of course." he answered gruffly.
His hands were wet again. His heart felt funny.

Almost he was sorry for her. Almost he wished
there was some other way. But there wasn't. It
was all her own fault for being so tightfisted with
him. But he could afford to be kind to her.
"Of course I love you," he said, and bent and

kissed her cheek.
An open fire blazed in his room -'hen he came

out of his bath. The little dog was -rAeep on the
hearth rug, his nose between his paws. The fire

feit pleasant, though the day was warm.
When it was over, -he would have this chill old

house torn down. It would be safer too. A second
accident might not look so well.

He heard Joro's step along the corridor, and
stopped and listened for it on the stairs. Then he
heard him speak to Angela. Perfectly safe.

He felt strangely tight and excited. He always
felt jittery under strain. He must be careful

Angela had laid his things out on the bed and he
tossed his robe onto a chair and dressed nervously.
As he put on his coat, something crackled in the

breast pocket. He drew it out. It was the torn
page about the staircase. He had no more need for
that. He crumpled it into a ball and threw it into
the flreclace.

It struck against the front of an andiron, bounced
back to the rug and stopped in fr«nt-of the little
dog's nose. His pink mouth opened leisurely and
closed over it, and he drew himself half up and
blirjked at Bondy as if undecided whether to pick it

up.
Bondy's heart jerked and stopped and beat in

his throat. He felt a prickling at the base of his
skull. He could see the little devil flying off with
it to Angela, and old Joro stooping to take it from
him. Smoothing it out through sheer nosiness.
Pouring over it, remembering when it happened.
Damn, why hadn't he used his head?
The door was partly ajar. He crept toward it

and pushed it shut. The Peke cocked its head and
looked interested and got to its feet. Then Bondy
leaped. The dog twisted under his' fingers and
stopped in the bathroom door, glancing back malici-
ously.

BONDY almost had him when a rug slid be-
neath his scurrying paws, but he was through

the connecting door into Angela's room and into
the corridor.
At the head of the stairs he stopped again, the

paper tight in his jaws.
Caution gone under the sweep of his panic, the

man hurtled after him. It wasn't until the dog
stumbled that he remembered. He clutched fran-
tically at the rail, but the rail was slippery. He
screamed once, a hoarse, tearing scream as he
pitched forward.
There were glittering spots on the foot of the

pedestal. Red spots on the white wall beside it

and a widening pool of red on the floor.

Old Joro pushed the screaming Angela back into
her chair. "You mustn't go," he . said sharply.
"Not yet."
He stooped over the still figure and rose swiftly,

his face white. Bondy had been running along the
corridor. He must have tripped. Poor devil.
The old man went back to the living room. Mrs.

Adams had come in and was trying to comfort
Angela. In front of his mistress the little dog
wagged his tail, offering her a crumpled ball of
paper that he held in his jaws.
Joro stooped and took the paper. Automatically,

he opened it up. In the center of the page, a cut
of a staircase caught his eye. Then a paragraph
leaped out before his eyes.

His face whiter still, he went back to the hall,

stepped over the heap at the foot of the stairs and
started upward. He knew what he would find.

There had been the faint smell of new wood and
varnish when he came.
With the edge of his notebook he measured the

distance between the fifth and fourth steps from
the top. Between the fourth and third. The fourth
had been lowered nearly an inch from the third.
Enough to throw a running person completely off

balance. And there wa's the pedestal.
He turned slowly downstairs. In the living room

the housekeeper murmured soothingly. Angela's
voice answered, high, thin and hysterical.

"I was never sure of him, Adams. Never until

this week. I had Joro come down today to settle
half the money on him just to show him I trusted
him at last. When he watited to come down here
where we spent our honeymoon, we two alone, I
knew I need never worry about his loving me."

Grimly, old Joro tore the paper into little pieces.

He picked up the telehone and dialed a number.
"There has been an accident," he said. "Yes. Mr.

Bondy. He was playing with the dog and fell on
the stairs."
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gfS\S CON
MMJ WAY OE
^^JUNGLE

NOOJAXKMAKES HIS

EEPER INTO THE
__i ON THE TRAIL OF

THE SUDANESE WHO HAD
CAPTURED HIS FRIEND—
LIVING IN THE JUNGLE AS LONG
AS I HAVE HAS GIVEN ME A
SIXTH SENSE « LIKE AN ANIMAL'S.

ITS TELLING ME NOW THAT I'M

BEING FOLLOWED. BUT I CAN'T
SEE ANYTHING/

*ONGO JACKS SIXTH SENSE
I WAS RIGHT. ALREADY
'SUDANESE HAVE SPOTTED

HIM AND HAVE CONVEYED HIS
WHEREABOUTS TOOTHERS
BY TAPPING OUT SIGNALS O*
THE SILENT EARTH/

EN CONGO JACK REACHES
A CERTAIN PLACE ON THE— TRAIL THEY LOOSE A HUGE,

WILD BULL ELEPHANT AT HIM/



TILL WE PER. INTO THE
•SUDANESE COUNTRY

,
CONftOJACK FlNDg--

RHINO "HOOF MARKS AND WHITE MAIM/
I'M ON THE RIGHT TRAIL. THE SUDAN-
ESE VILLAGE CANT bl FAR OFF/ NOT

m$ THE SUDANESE, KNEW

who'&egan toviing him to
HIS LAI?.

FTER THE CROCODILE
' HAD TAKEN CONGO OUT

-OF THE RIVER TO ITS
UNDERGROUND LftlRXONOO SHOT
HIM, KILLING HIM IN&TANTLY.

congo was instantly
Seized by a crocodile

LIMBING OUT THROUGH fl HOLE
IN THE ROOF OF THE CAVE,
OMGO JACK IS AMAZED TO

SEE---

I'VE GOT TO HOLD MY BREATH
UNTIL THIS CROC REACHES HIS
LfilR, THEN I'LL HAVE MY
CHANCE *



OHOO JACK ENCOUNTERS
A SUDANESE WARRIOR
OUTSIDE THE VILLAGE'S

STOCKADE BUT DISPOSES OF .

HIM WITH OWE TERRIFIC SMASH/

SRvHnTMANTSnj&HT!
) TALK 1

MUCH/

oONCrO DRAGS THE. WARRIOR
INTO THE JUNGLE AND
DONS HIS CLOTHES AND

WAR PAINT.

ITS THE ONLY WRY I'll EVER BE
ABIE TO GET NEAR TO DAN AND
MARY WITHOUT AROUSING SUS-
PICION RIGHT AWAY/

kTRIDlNG BOLDLY INTO TH1
}&Em\ TILLAGE CONGO DISCOVERS

^*THE HUT IN WHICH THE
CAPTIVES ARE IMPRISONED BUT"

AN QUICKLY UNDERSTANDS
, CONGO'S COLLEGE SIGN
AND THE TWO BEST THE
EXECUTIONERS/

CONOO/ EVEN IN THAT "YSJS1
GET-UP VOU'RE A SIGHT JW,
FOR SORE EYES/

VANQUISH ED, CONGO HACKS'
IN OPENING FOR THEM TO

ESCAPE THROUGH.
OHXONGO/I OWE YOU SO MUCH
FOR SAV/NCV OUR BABY/ mON&O LEADS THE ERST-

WHILE CAPTIVES TO THE
STOCKADE.



j^aOHOC IS AGAIN RETURNEDL* HIS CLOTHES AND W/TM
^*THl OTHERS TAKEN TO
THE SACRIFICE PIT.

SOON. WHITE DQ6S- -YOU WILL
DIE / THE MAN AND WOMAN-FOR
DARING TO HUNT FOR OUR
SACRED WHITE RHINO/ AND
THE OTHER -FOR ENTERING
OUR TERRITORY/

fJENftCED BY SPEARS .THE
'CAPTIVES HEAR THEIR DOOM
ROM THE JU-JU DOCTOR/

YOU ARE NOW IN THE PALACE OF
THE WHITE RHINO. BEHIND YOU
ARE CAVES. IN ONE OP THEM
IS THE WHITE RHINO. IN THE
OTHERS - -MU&P£ROUS

»HE WHITE CAPTIVES ARE GIVEN
THEIR CHOICE BY THE
JU-JU DOCTOR.

CHOOSE ONE OF THE CAVES/ MAY8E
YOU WILL BE LUCKY ENOUCrH TO. BE
KILLED BY THE WHITE RHINO/ IF

YOU HESITATE—YOU WILL BE.
SPEARED TO DEATH SLOWLY/





E DISCOVERY COMES
SOONER THAN THEY
EXPECTED.

THE SUOANESE ARE Rl&HT
BEHIND US,GONCrO/

_ IOOIEADSTHEMTOTHE
UNDERGROUND LOIR OF THE

CROCO01LES HOPINO TO REACH
THE RIVER ACJA1N.

m ONOOF/NDS THE RIVER AND
' THEY SWIM FOR THEIR
.IVES WITH THE CROCODILES

. JUST BEHIND THEM/

B3

THTHE &ABYANDHIS
FRIENDS RE-UN ITED.CONOtf

AGAIN DEPARTS FOR THE
JUNGLE WAYS.
CrOODBYE, . rP^**-^

*DON T MISS THE NEXT ISSUE
-rm OF COHCrO JACK IN /,,

6jJ LIGHTNING" COMICS/"

STATEMENT OF THUS OWNERSHIP, MANAGEMENT, CIRCULATION, ETC., REQUlRfcO
BY THE ACTS OF CONGRESS OF AUGUST 24, l»l*. ANU MARCH 3. 1933

Of Lightning Comics, published bimonthly at Springfield. Mass.

State of New York i
«or October 1. ll»4f

County Of New York [•"•

Before me, a Notary Public In and for the State and county aforesaid, personally appeared

A A. Wyn, who. having been duly sworn according to law, deposes and says that he is the

Publisher of the Lightning comics and that the following is, to the best of his knowledge ana
belief, a true statement ol the ownership, management tand li a daily paper, the circulation),

etc., of the aroieaaid publication for the date shown in the above caption, required by the

Act of August 24, 1912, as amended by the Act of March 3. 1933. embodied in section 537,

Postal Laws and Regulations, printed on the reverse of this form, to wit: *,„.,„„.
1. That the names and addresses of the publisher, editor, managing editor, and business

managers are: Publisher, A. A. Wyn, 6f West 44th St.. New York, N. YT, Editor, A. A. Wyn,
Managing Editor. Frederick Gardener. Business Manager. A. A. Wyn.

2. That the owner 13: (If owned by a corporation, its name and address must be stated

and also immediately thereunder the names and aadresses of stockholders owning or holding

one per cent or more of total amount of stock. If not owned by a corporation, the names
and addresses of the Individual owners must be given, if owned by a firm, company, or other

unincorporated concern, its name and address, as well as those of each individual member,
must be given.) Ace Magazines, Inc., 67 West 44th St.. New York , N Y. A A. Wyn 67

West 44th St.. New York, N. Y., Rose Wyn, 67 West 44th St.. New York. N. Y.. Warren A.

"8
3.' That the known bondholders,' mortgagees, and other security holders owning or holding

1 per cent or more of total amount of bonds, mortgages, or other securities are: (it mere

4. "That the two paragraphs next above, giving the names of the owners, stockholders.

and security holders, if any. contain not only the list of stockholders and security holders

as they appear upon the books of the company but also. In cases where the stockholder or

security holder appears upon the books of the company as trustee or in any other fiduciary

relation, the name of the person or corporation for whom such trustee Is acting, is 8'v«n :

also that the said two paragraphs contain statements embracing affiant's full knowledge and
belief as to the circumstances and conditions under which stockholders and security holders

who do not appear upon the books of the company a3 trustees, hold stock —
a capacity other than that of a bona fide owner; and this affiant has no
that any other person, association, or corporation has any interest direct t

said stock, bonds, or other securities than as so stated by him.
5. That the average number of copies of each issue of this publication sold or dis-

tributed, through the malls or otherwise, to paid subscribers during the twelve months
preceding the date shown above is (This Information Is required from daily publications

on,y ) A. A. Wyn, Publisher.
Sworn to and subscribed before me this 10th day of September, 1841.

SHIRLEY L. BERICK. Notary Public. Bronx County Bronx Co. Clerk No 220

Certificate Filed In N. Y. Co. Clerk No. 1085. Commission Expires March 30, 1948




